I was born in the mid 70'ies, a daughter of the 'love generation', free lnded and free spirited parents, that did not care about the society around them.

Somewhere, outside a minor town somewhere in Europe, I grew up as an only child, with free spirited hippie parents. And so I was brought up, as a third wheel in my parent's life.

The last couple of years, I have been using one of my very close and prejudice free friends, to regain and refresh my childhood- and youth memories. Memories of which I have repressed a large part through the years.

Memories, of witch some have made me shiver, some have made me cry, get horny, long back to my childhood. And some memories I wished I never

 had found again.

In these series, I have written my story. It is a harsh story, that many disgust people, but that I can't do anything about, except to ask politely not to read my history.

I have only chosen to change personnames and placenames, to protect my diseased parents, their family's, any of their friends that meight be a part of my childhood, and -not least- my self and my own daughter.

I have to state, that no matter what my own story tells, what my own opinion of my childhood and youth experiences is, I can never approve if anyone else taking advantage of a child. Physically, mentally or sexually.

----

Part 1

An introduction of me, my childhood and my parents.

I was born in the mid 70'ies, a unplanned and unwanted daughter of my father and mother. An accident.

I grew up on a farmhouse a couple of kilometers from a minor town, somewhere in Europe.

I.remember my parents a bit like free spirited hippie-like people, that had no moral about their sexuality.

on the farm where I grew up, nudity was obligated for me. Mostly my parents allso enjoyed to be nude, but it was seldom that I was allowed to wear anything else than just a dress, if one at all. That never bothered me. I motstly enjoyed being bare.

But my parents were very cruel. I'm shure that they never ment any harm with it. I'm shure they did what they did to and with me, thinking I enjoyed and liked all of it, and partly that is true. But far from all of it.

I was sexually used and abused as far as I can recall any memories.

I was a happy child. Quite and without many friends, but happy.

I was a free child. Restricted and dominated by my parents, but free.

In many ways, the only difference between me and any other girl, was that I was allowed to do and live like most children would have liked, but never could have done. But it had it's price.

I have some flash-immage memories of my very young years, I must have been a 4-5-6 year old girl. These memories are some of the first I can remember.

Some of them are nice and beautiful molemories; like one where I am standing in the middle of a flowerfield, nude, dancing around and around.

Some of these memories are embarrassing, even for a little girl; like a short memory where I an standing nude in a window, overlooking the yard and main road from the 1st floor. My hands tied to the curtainbar, and one of my parents whipping my butt and back.

From the age of 6-7-8, I have crlear memories. Of things I did not like, things I secretly liked but did as if I didn't like them, and of episodes I openly admitted to enjoy.

Like most normal children, I loved playing tie-up games. I just never realized that the tie-up games my parents played with me, weren't quite the same as normal 7-year old girls were playing with their fathers.

And I clearly remember my first orgasm. I thought I was going to die, but got secretly very hooked on the feeling, not knowing what was happening with me. But I was allways very ashamed and humiliated about having orgasms, and tryed to avoid and hide them, the best I could.

I don't think my parents were sadistic or evil, but they both enjoined to humiliate and abuse me. And some of the things they did to me, I actually enjoyed. 

Some things I openly admitted to enjoy, other things I enjoyed secretly, well.knowing that one not should enjoy these things. But I don't think that it is uncommon for children, to enjoy some abuse in secret, never admitting the thrill it gave them.

Already from a young age, it gave me a thrill, to be 100% in my parents mercy, having them taking full controll over my body and having them satisfy them selves.

It has been very hard for my to admit this, and until recently I would never have admitted this.

